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their danger. He determined that if he could hit upon no
other way, he would take the risk of the shark-infested
water and swim off to the vessel, which he judged would be
within easy distance. In the morning twilight he saw the
ship to which the natives had referred as the big canoe. It
was a schooner, as nearly as he could judge of about one
hundred tons burthen, which had gone ashore on the point
of a low-lying sandy islet. Gazing at her in the increasing
light, with the hope of rescue at last strong within him, he
saw two heavily laden boats put off and start towards the
point where he lay concealed. The blacks also began to
appear, some of them making a pretence of fishing near
the pile of stores, while a few of the more important, with
Tocalli in their midst, walked right up to where Rashleigh
was hiding, laughing and evidently in the highest spirits.
He crouched low, for, although they seemed unarmed, he
saw that they carried short clubs in the tufts of opossum
skin which hung from their belts behind.
Rashleigh, certain that some treacherous attack was im-
minent, held himself ready for action the moment the boats
touched the shore. A man, who was evidently the captain
of the schooner, stepped on to the beach and held out a hand
to Tocalli, who had approached him. Rashleigh saw the
malignant gleam in the chiefs eye as he extended his-left
hand to grasp the right hand of the captain, while with his
right he gripped the concealed club. In a glance the watcher
saw that, as the sailors landed, each of them was similarly
greeted by one of the blacks. The chief, Tocalli, swung his
club, and instantly Rashleigh's gun spoke, and the cunning
black fell without a cry, a bullet through his brain.
The sham carandjie leapt at once from his hiding-place.
*Bewarea white men/ he yelled, * these treacherous brutes
mean to murder the lot of you/